CHEVALIER BURKE             95

nence will be more visible a hundred years
hence than it is to-day. The papers have just
chronicled the death of the poet Allingham.
Shortly before his death he published the last
volume of a complete edition of his poems in,
I think, four volumes: one volume of short
Irish poems and two of miscellaneous lyrics,
and one containing Laurence Bloomfield, the
long agrarian poem Gladstone so much liked.
They were brought out by Reeves & Turner.
It is not by his long poems he will live. He
was the Herrick of the century. Time will
take but little toll from his best lyrics; they
are a possession for Ireland for ever. His
native Ballyshannon will some day be very
fond indeed of this child of hers, and may even
be a place of literary pilgrimage some day. He
will make the little town he loved very famil-
iar to the twentieth century, the little town he
sang of so wistfully:

A wild west Coast, a little Town,
Where little Folk go up and down,
Tides flow and winds blow:
Night and Tempest and the Sea,
Human Will and Human Fate:
What is little, what is great?
Howsoe'er the answer be,
Let me sing of what I know.

Time has taken a great deal from us this
autumn.  William Allingham was to most of